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'. reckoned I had failed in my little effort because I
;ared overmuch for the present: I lacked proportion in
udgment. Therefore I spent the next three years in
earning about Arab things and in making dispositions
or a long project, so distant that I could not tell its
xrecise shape or determine if it had any value at all. I
>nly knew certainly that I would find no satisfaction
intil I returned to the Arab lands again.

The journey was punctuated with breakfasts,
[enerous and starchy at Bournemouth in the morning,
neagre at Marseilles in the afternoon, sumptuous and
jreasy at Malta in the middle of the night. I felt drowsy,
>ut I was so happy I could not sleep. I settled the rugs
.bout my feet, pulled out a little diary from my pocket,
,nd turned the leaves until I found " 12 WEDNESDAY,
MEMBER," and I wrote " LUKA I a.m. airborne/'
Then I added, " Next stop Libya." The words rolled
ound in my mind to the rhythm of the drone of the
>lane, while I remembered the long voyage in convoy
ound the Cape the other time I had left England to
each Libya in August, 1941. Sleepily I pondered on
he difference between then and now.

The main difference, I decided, was that to-day I
yas a civilian travelling of my own free will. Five
rears ago I had been under command. Yet then I
tad wanted to reach Libya. There was, I concluded,
, difference between doing what you wanted because
rou thus decided and doing what you wanted because
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